BY  ORDER  OF  THE  SHAH

"We have the Chehel Cheshmeh, the Forty Springs,
whence rises the Living Stream, a day's trek by mule from
the Karun River. Shah Tahmasp, and later Shah Abbas,
sought to unite the two by cleaving the mountain, to
bring more water to Isfahan. His successors thought well
of the idea, but, anxious for full credit, began again in a
different place. Neither was ever finished. Forty Thieves,
Forty Daughters, the Place of Forty Bodies, the Forty
Pillars.93

"But there are only twenty," we ventured. "Why
Forty Pillars?"

Rumi pointed to the pool.

"There are the other twenty," he said.

Sure enough, the pool reflected the pillars standing
before us, conjuring the forty of repute. Inimitably
Persian. Each tangible pillar, encased in red-painted
panelling, rose from a base of four lions, two bodies to
one head, and two spare heads, all equipped with splendid
manes, but with the indignant expression of a small boy
who has been told he may not have another square of
chocolate. The veranda was paved with hexagonal flag-
stones. The roof was of blotched mirror mosaic, crudely
lit by electricity, wire untidily festooned everywhere.

Breast high ran a shabby floral frieze. A pictured
recess showed a richly dressed woman seated in a gilt chair,
a serving wench offering her a golden jug and saucer
encrusted with jewels, such as we saw at the Palace of the
Sultans at Istanbul. Another paititing, badly mildewed,
showed a horseman, heavily moustached, returning vic-
torious from slaying a lion (or was it a tiger?), attendants
carrying long-barrelled rifles. Another picture portrayed
a bewhiskered and bearded gentleman astride a dapple-
grey stallion, in the act of spearing an astonished-looking
lion, tail tucked well between its legs.

Giving off from the main veranda were small rooms
used as offices. Back and sides of the building had high

68